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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Ghristoph^k Columbus 

FEBDiKAin>, King of Ca9tUe. .......... 

Powhatan, Mayor of Boston. . .,!,;... : . - 

Vasco Nunez de Butloah, Ist M^ate, 
iDoN C^sAR DE Benzine, 2d Mate — 

CcBUB DE Lion Jones, Purser 

SiGNOR Gazelli, Singing and ) 

Dancing Master. > — 

Page 

ISABELLA, Qiieen of Castile 

ISABELLE OF PORTUGAL, Qucen's) 

Mother. f " 

Pocahontas, > Daughters of Pow- 
MiNNEBOOHOo) hatau. 

Mummy ^ 

Courtiers, Maids of Honor, Castle Betainers, Aldermen, 
Councilmen, Squaws, Sailors, &c. 



ARGUMENT. 



Cfirtetopber Columbus, desiring to escape from Iiis creditors, solidts aid from the 
King and Queen. Ttie lattor, ^idio admires C. C, offers to iriedge her jewels, and idiile 
she is in search of them the King agrees to frunish Christopher with |ao/)00 provided he 
will abduct his (Ferdinand's) mother4n-law— Isabelle, of Portugal. C. C. takes her and 
the Mummy aboard tiie vessel and sets sail for Boston, ii^iere he arrives after many vi- 
cissitudes. Duilngtbe voyage Isabellelaysslege to his heart without success, and finally 
accepts the offer of the Purser, to the Joy of Christoidier. 

The party are received on Boston Common by Mayor Powhatan, the Board of Al- 
dermen and C<nnmon Council, asdsted by Pocahontas and Minneboohoo. During the 
interview Columbus and Pocahohtas become enamored with one another, to the wrath 
of Po^iiiatan and the great disgust of Minneboohoo, who had other plans for Columbus, 
more to her liking. Powhatan takes'a fancy to the Mummy, and finally agrees to give 
Pocahontas in exchange for her. Before this, however, Pocahontas desiring to run 
away with Columbus, has quietly exchanged costumes with the Munmiy, and as a result 
C. C. takes the Mummy wltih him and leaves Pocahontas with her father. 

A lapse of several years takes place between the third and fourth acts, during which 
Columbus has been banished by Ferdinand, while Pocahontas and Minneboohoo have 
come to Spain by steamer in a vain search for Christopher. At the opening of the fourth 
act the Queen is receiving a birth-day gift from her Courtiers and Maids of Honor, after 
which the Queen exacts a promise from Ferdinand that he will grant her every wish 
on her birth-day, and immediately afterward a page announces the capture of a va- 
grant, wh<mi Ferdinand orders Iwought in for trial and sentence. Of course the prisoner 
proves to be Columbus, and the King being determined to punish hhn, is besought in 
vain by Pocahontas to spare him ; but the Queen requesting it also, and reminding him of 
his pl^ige, Ferdinand accepts the situation, and not only pardons Christopher but raises 
him to rank again, to the Joy of all except Minneboohoo, who refuses to be comforted. 
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ERRATA. 

Page 2— For " Marquis " read " Grand Master." 

PAOE 6— In examining the hamper Isabelle discovers sailor secreted 
therein and faints. 

Page 15— For "angel" read "angry." 

Page 18— In tenth line, for "He" read "One." In "Explanation," 
for "a placard" read "placards." For "it" read "them." 

Page 26— In fourteenth line, read {'* Introducing Mummy.") 

Page 35— For "those words" read "^at word." 

Page 36— For " Columbus " read " The prisoner." 
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ONCE UPON A TIME. 



-AlCT I. 

Scene.— Jntmor of Castle in Spain, 

{ On rising of Curtain the Queen— aWi^-ec? in morning costume- 
is seen receiving the hhmage qf her servants, while Ferdi- 
nand rocks the baby.) 

OPENING CHORUS. 

AiB..^"Happy aiid Light.** Bohemian Girl. 

We are a merry set of men 

And maidens in this castle here; 

Light is our work and large our pay, 

JN o cause have we to shed a tear. 

Early each morn we come to greet our (Jueeii 

Of graceful person and commanding mien. 

Happy are we, from sorrow free, 

Who would not in our places be? 

We are a merry set of men 
And maidens in this castle here, 
No cause have we to shed a tear. 

(Eodt Chorus, at C, followed by Queen.) 

AiB.— Gottschalk's "Bercetise." 

Ferdinand. {Rocking cradle and singing,) 
Slumber on, baby dear, 

Never hear thy father sigh; 
Never mind the silent tear. 
While he sings thy lullaby. 

May thy life ever be 

Free from sorrow, and from care ; 
From thy path danger flee, 

*T is thy father's earnest prayer. 

Slumber soft, baby mine. 

Never hear thy rather sigh; 
Angel arms thee entwine, 

While he sings thy lullaby. {Sighs furiously.) 
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{Enter Isabelle of Portugal at i.) 

AiB..—*'Sing a Song of Sixpence.** 

Isabelle. Why dost thou sigh, my dearest son-jn-law, 
What is the sorrow rending thy heart, 
Fearest thou that Juana Beltraneia* 
Will of thy kingdom by force take a part ? 
Ferd. Alack! sweet mother, 'tis not her I dread, 

A danger far surpassing that appears— 
IsA. 'Tis Calatraval Curses on his head I 

Do n't I wish I had a chance to pull his ears I 

Say but the word, I '11 

Ferd. Nay, mother, do not stir, 

*T is not for him I sigh, nor yet for her; 
But on the morrow— how I hate the word- 
Dost thou not know, nor guess it— hast 
thou not heard ? 

(Is A. shakes her head,) 

Ferd. To-morrow's quarter-day ui)on that old "Navarre, 



, , 3 quarter-day, 

; sovereign— that I m franK to say. 
I would try to oeat the road, but really 't would n't do. 
For Conductor Daniels is the man that now goes 

through. ^ 

And on the morrow— perdition sieze that dayl— 
Columbus comes to bore us, and is certain sure to stay 
Until we subsidize his line to far Cathay. 
If there 's a way to get a pass I *d like to pass away. 
Baby also needs some shoes, so his mother said. 
Oh! I 'm weary, I'm a-weary, would that I were 

dead! {Sighs and rocks cradle.) 

IsA. Sigh on, my lord, a royal scion still thou art. 

Yet still thou'rt sighin'. Oh! sit still my heart! 

(Fearful racket heard outside,) 

Ferd. {Starting up and overturning cradle,) 

Great Scot! what 's that! What 's all that bobbery, 
ma'am ? 
Is A. That, sire, is my daughter ; she is making barberry j am. 
I will call her m a moment, you perhaps can cause 

your spouse 
To 'spouse your cause. {At window.) There's some 
body a-coming to this house. 
Ferd. {Bing heard.) I '11 bet my neck it is his ring. 

{Aside, ) I'd like to wring nis neck ! 
LsA. You keep him here a minute; I must fix up a speck. 

* Pretender to the throne— assisted by Marquis of Calatrava. 
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{Exit IsA. at L., casting a shy glance at Columbus, who 

enters at 2?., evidently much etnharrassecL and tries 

to hang his hat on a hole in the wally cfcc.) 

AOL— "Believe me, if all those Endearing Young Charms.'* 

Ferd. Ah I Signer : I believe, I've seen you here before— 
Your hat, oh I what a A is— just hang it on the floor— 

(Ferd. suits the action to the word.) 

Though I missed you for a • I was sure you*d , gain; 
Still I think you *re quite an * so much for us and 

Spain. 
Yes, I knew I'd ; Take a - of that cologne. 

(C.,C. takes ammonia by mistake, and groans dismally,) 

Don't groan again like that, my man. Why, what a 
man you've grown I 
C. C. Oh, yes I I 've reached the age of man, and now I 
, manage must 

To get some cash. I trust, my friend, you '11 give it 
me on trust. 
Ferd. Indeed I would, but all my cash was in Fall Kiver 
stocks. 
I ' ve not a single mill now left— I 'm in a dreadful box ! 
Here comes our chaste and gracious Queen ; perchance 

she hath a way 
To raise the funds. Do n't leave, C. C. ; I think 
you 'd better stay. 

{Enter Queek, at L,) * 

Am. — " Com,ing Throv/gh the Rye." 

1. 

Queen. Good-morrow, brother Christopher. What brings 

you here so soon— 
To what are we indebted, sir, for such a priceless 

boon 
As your presence at our castle ? We had feared 

t was of the past. 
Though I had a present-i-ment that you would 

come at last. 



C. C. Forsooth I dear madame, I had hoped your hand 

would open be 
To help your bankrupted C. C. to 'scape beyond 

the sea. 
I ask not much, my lady Queen— some easy 

foreign mission 
To a healthful place across the pond where there's 

no extradition. 
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I greatly feel the need of change; *t will cure my 

every ill, 
And if you can grant my request I really hope 

you will; 
Or better yet, my steamer-line a subsidy to grant. 
They *d esteem a line indeed from you in the 

far-famed Levant. 

Air.— "Pafire'« Song." Genevieve de Brabant. 



Queen, Christopher, I beg you Jl never 

Come begging her^again, 
For you know I can't refuse you. 
You sweetest of all men. 

Oh, no I— oh, no I Pray do not tease me so. 

Oh, no I— oh. no I for I cannot say "No." 
I dearly would love to oblige you, 
Tho' Ferdinand cannot abide you; 
And if you can gain his consent 
I 'm sure that I shall ne'er repent 

Mv having assisted a friend in despair; 

Aitho' where the funds will come from I 
declare 

I do n't know— no I do n't— not I, 

Unless someone my jewels will buy. 



I would gladly bid my consort 

Procure whate'er you '11 need, 
To secure you every comfort 

Where kind fate may you lead; 
But still you know that I hope you won't go. 
Oh, no I— oh, no I Though I'm touched by 
your woe. 
If Ferdinand will but await me, 
And promise he'll never berate me: 
Each diamond necklace I will bring. 
Breastpin, and locket and earring; 
And raise a forced loan from my uncle, 

the Jew, 
Tho* for you alone would I such a thing do. 
Stay you here, I '11 return anon, 
To aid my Christopher Colon.* 

(Exit Queen, at L.) 
3. 

Pbrd. Christopher, I *ve but a moment. 
To propose a plan. 
All my days are passed in torment, 
I am an ill-used man; 



**' Colon" ts the Richardgrantwhite Spanish for "Columbus." 
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Mv ma-in-law, whom you recently saw, 
"Will drive me wild with her unceasing jaw. 
If you or some other good f ell^ 
Will take off that old Isabella; 
I'll give twenty thousand dollars, 
And see that nobody follows 
Upon the trail when he once has set sail, 
Or, if arrested, I *d sure go his bail. 
Say you will. 
C. C. Yes, I will, you bet I {Shaking hands,) 

Both. Ah I then we may be happy yet. 

DVBT,—**Keep Dark,*' . 

Air.— "lo Voglio PiacerJ'* Faost. 

Pekd. Keep dark I We 're all right. 

I 've done with that dragon, 
Whose tongue keeps a-waggin' 
From morning till night. 
'T is done. Oh I what rapture 

Celestial is mine; 
To-day you can capture 

My ma, I opine. 
By Jove I 'twill be splendid 

With her out of sight; 
My care will be ended. 

Keep dark I *Tis all right. 

C. C. Keep dark! You're all right. 

You 've done with that dragon; 
For her I '11 be baggin' 
Before it is night. 
When done, your's the rapture, 

Celestial I divine I 
To-day I can capture 

Your ma, I opine. 
No doubt 't will be splendid 

With her out of sight; 
Your care will be ended; 

Keep dark I 'Tis all right. 

{Enter Queen, at L,) 

Queen. Go, take these jewels; put them into pawn. 

For Colon should be off before to-morrow's dawn. 
Ferd. I fly, my lady queen. {Aside,) How grateful I 
would be 
To see that great fool and my ma across the dark 
blue sea. 

{Exit Ferdinand, at B.) 

C. C. In faith! dear madame, really I 

Quite mad am at this robbery. 

Why did you send your jewels in such haste ? 
Queen. Can^t you imagine ? 
C. C. No, not in the least. 
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Queen. Ah 1 Christopher, I never thought you double faced. 
What call you it when you your deck have walked ? 
C. C. Why, "paced" 

Queen. Quite riffht. my friend, you paced your deck, while I 
Was decked with paste, therefore I bade him fly, 
Lest in unguarded moment of delay 
He might perhaps the secret dark betray. 
Methinks 1 hear a noise— the least sound me annoys — 
I see him coming, followed by a crowd of boys. 

JE^Uer Ferd., at 1?., mith clothes-hamper marked "0. C, SM- 
Money,*' Twq oarrels brought in rrmrked "0. C, Bag Ba- 
bies,'* " C. C, Ohio Idees," &c, Ferd. takes out bundle of 
bills, and presents it to Columbus.) 

Ferd. Allow me, friend, to tender you this sum, perhaps 

it can 
Insure a life of ease to you— on the installment plan. 
What " fiat money " I Well, I *m sure that stuff 

has been a bore 
Since the dove brought the first green back to my 

forefather, Noah, 
Oh, fie! at money such as this; don't give me any 

more. 
So you 'd forefathers, eh, C. C. ? Who were they 

now V— please state. 
No, I 'd but one, and he did come from Ge Noa 

the Great. 
But whence this stuff? 

Why, from the Jews. 

What I All this greenback tissue ? 
Greenbacks, C. C, are like the Jews, of Abraham 

the issue. 
But now that you have raised the wind, I think 

you'd best set sail. 
(Aside,) According to Old Prob. they're sure to 

have a fearful gale. 
(Aloud,) Ta, ta, old boyi I'll send the funds by 

any gallant tar, 
(Aside to C. C.) Who'll take that Tartar off with 

him. (Aloud,) Adux—eau reservoir I 
(Pathetically,) Farewell, sweet youth I Pray don't 

forget it was your Queen's behest 

(Interrupting,) Ohl yes, I know. Good-bye, C. C. 

Go West, young man; go West. 

(Ferdinand assists C. C. to depart at JB, and escorts Queen 
off stage at L, Enter Isabelle of Portugal, at C, and ex- 
amines hamper,) 

IsA. What's this? Why, money I And marked quite 

plain "C.C." 
With so much money I should think that he would 
hampered be. 



C. C. 



Ferd. 
C. C. 

Ferd. 
C. C. 
Ferd. 



Queen. 
Ferd. 
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(Sailors appear and carry off Isabelle and the hamper of 
money. Regaminq consciousness^ as she is being borne 
away, Is abeIjIjB snouts—** Fire! Murder 1 1 Police! I!") 

{Enter Ferdinand, Queen and Servants, excitedly,) 

Air.—" Voici le Sabre." Grand Duchess. 

1. 

Ferd. Where has my darling mother gone ? 

Methonght I heard ner gentle voice 
Falling like music on my ear^ 

Makmg my inmost soul rejoice. 
Where can that blessed angel be ? 

Sad were my fate should aught befall 
One whose bright presence is to me 

So dear, and so es-sen-ti-all. 

Chorus, 
Where is ^^} mother, ^X mother, ^^j mother? 

Where is ^^[ mother, ^,\ dearest mother gone ? 

If she is lost he can ne'er get another, 

For just such a mother has never been born— 

Has never, has never been born. 

2. 

Ferd. Sound all the tocsins in the town; 
Call out the mayor and aldermen; 
Offer five hundred dollars down; 
To him who '11 bring her back again. / 
(^sid6.)— Dead or alive I'll give the same; 
{Aloud.) — Drag both the river and canal; 
For these expenses, I maintain, 
Though dear, are quite es-sen-ti-al. 

Chorus. 
Where is ^^ I mother, ^^| mother, ^^| mother? 

Where is ^^ > mother, JJJ^ > dearest mother gone } 

If she is lost ne can ne'er get another. 

For just such a mother has never — Wlmt, never ! 

Well, ha-a-a-rdly ever, been bom. 

END OF ACT I. 
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-A.OT II. 

Scene I,— Deck of Flagship of Squadran. 

(Curtain rises disclosing Columbus, 1st Mate ayid Crew. 
1st Mate approaching C, C, mysteriously,) 

Air.— "Kind Captain," Pinafore. 

1ST M. Columbus, I've an awful revelation. 

Crew. (You're right, you unsophisticated tar.) 

1ST M. The crew are in a state of desperation; 

Crew. (Because we don't know where on earth we are.) 

1st M. Besides, the wretched grumblers 

Desire their grog in tumblers. 

Insist on grog in tumblers, 

Or they'll smash the bar. 

2. 

C. C. To me that is the saddest intimation. 
Crew. (But sadder yet to all your crew by far.) 
C. C. I hardly comurehend the situation. 
Crew. (Yes, that's tne very fix in which we are.) 
C. C. The poor misguided grumblers, 

Go serve them wine in tumblers. 

If you can't find some Port you 

May take Madeira. 

3. 
IST M. Columbus, I'm o'erwhelmed with consternation. 
Crew. (We've seen no port since last we passed the bar.) 
1ST M. The Portugese demand their whisky ration. 
Crew. (Then put the ship to Port-you-gal-lant tar.) 

All. {we [ poo^^ i^isguided grumblers 
Desire { their [ grog in tumblers. 
Demand ||.2g.^j.| grog in tumblers. 

Or {they'll} ^^^^^ '^^^ ^^^• 

(Exit 1st. Mate and Crew) 

Columbus Solus, ^ 

C. C. 'Tis sad that after being tempest-tossed. 

For two long months, our reckoning we've lost. 
I reckon we must find it or, before 
We know, we'll shore-ly be a wreck on some lee- 
shore. 

{Eocamines the Chart) 
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Enter Isabelle of Portugal, overheanng last words. 

Is A. Let me peruse that chart? I've studied history, 

And think perhaps that I can solve the mystery. 
You seamen seem to think we women nothing 

know; 
But how to sew a seam. I hate to see men so 
Unseemly airy, although to me 'tis very 
Plain you men ne'er see our Laselle See-men-nary. 
First let d represent a b line on the c. 
X is our speed, add d to x and that our decks will b. 
Y stands for yard, and as our yards are squared 
'Tis queer if u can't c with y^ we're prepared. 
• A is an unknown quantity u o 2 add that a. 
And E z c just where u b— near Massachusetts Bay. 

{Enter 2nd Mate out of breath.) 

2nd M. Captain, the men are discontented; if you please, 

They've found a skipper in (sneezing) a-chee! a-cheel 
the cheese. 
C. C. How? Skippers in the cheese? What a confounded 
bother! 
I'm skipper of this ship, and won't have any other. 
However 'tis an easy thing their wants to gratify; 
Just skip along to Wadleigh'Sj and procure a fresh 
supply. 

(2nd M. skips,) 
AIR.—" D<nvn the Shadaioed Lane.^* 

ISA. Once I dreamed a Captain brave 

Never knowing fear. 
Who upon the ocean wave 
Sailed a privateer; 
- Swore by all the stars above. 
In a way inhuman. 
That he'd never fall in love 
With a single woman. 

2. 

Now, it happened that a fair. 

Unprotected widder. 
With blue eyes and golden hair. 

Caused him to consider 
Whether he had better not 

Wed that spotless dear; 
Whispering he'd change her lot, 

In her private ear. 



Soon this pair were mar-ri-ed; 

And, as you'd suppose, 
A most chax;ming life they led- 



Quite couleur de rose. 
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Would I were that lady fair, 

You her own true love. 
Naught could with our bliss compare 

Save in Heaven above. 

(Enter 1st Mate.) 

1st M. Capting: when I was young, my father said he'd 
know; 
By watching straws which way the wind was blow- 
ing for to blow. 
So I sot some straws this arternoon, and naow may 
I be blowed, ' 

If afore I come blow jest naow sich activity 
They showed, % 

As has activated me to think that 'mazin' soon, 
We're goin' to hev a harrycane if not a badtycox)n. 
C. C. Avast, you lubber I What a vast amount of time 
You've taken up in telling me this dreadful thing 
In rhyme. 

Haste to the deck; I wouldn't for the world 
Be caught in this predicament without our taffrails 
Furled. 

Go reef the iibboom I Holystone the spars 1 1 
Give aneroid chronometers to all my gallant tars. 
And lash the binnacle to port with sixteen capstan 
barsll! 

{ExitlST M, very deliberately.) 

Air.—' * Nancy Lee. ' ' 

C. C. Upon my word I ne'er did know. 
On, no!— oh, no I I ne'er did know 
A woman to torment me so; 
Just so, just so, just so. 
Whene'er I wish alone to be she's near me; 
And if I speak 'tis like her cheek 
To answer free. 

I hardly dare to breathe a prayer 
Aloud, lest she 

Might know, might know, might know. 
She's not the lass a sailor*^s wife to be, 
* Alas I not she, at least for me. 

She's not the lass a sailor's wife to be, 
Whose home is on the deep blue sea. 

{Storm approaches.) 



Whene'er I chance to go below. 

Below, you know, below I go. 

Her countenance she is sure to show. 

Because she doats upon me so. 

I'm but a mariner 'tis true, 

And long shall be; 

But marryin' her I'm sure won't do 

At all for me. 
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• For Isabelle and Christopher would not agree 
As man and wife, I trow. 
She's not, &c. 

(Storms a little, for an interlude.) 

•3. 
But if she really wants a beau, 
A beau you know, a beau. 0-hoI 
The Purser gladly would take her in tow. 
I'm sure he'd please her in toto. 
He's not so rich in goods and sich as he miffht be: 
But she's not young, and hath a tongue thars death 

to me. 
And so I hope that they'll elope and leave C. C. 
In peace through life to go, 
Sne's not, &c. 

(Storm increases, hut lulls again.) 

ISA. Why, what a fearful gale this is I I fear 'tis going 

to storm. 
I wish Gail Hamilton was here, this service to 

reform. 
Captain, I think you quite unkind, this horrid noise 

to permit. 
Put me ashore. I'll take the veil, and just become 
a hermit. 
C. C. Pray keep your temper, for a week. Come, madame, 
do not murmur. 
For then I swear— no I'll aflarm— we'll be on terra 
firma. 
ISA. I do sincerely hope and pray that you are not in 

error. 
More firmer I would like to be, and then I'd shew 
less terror. . 

(Bains cats and dogs, hut again suhsides.) 
Enter Pursek quite ill. 
Am.—" The Last Cigar.'* 



Pub. I've crossed the British Channel twice 
From Dover to Calais. 
When all on board were very ill 

With horrid nausea. 
I've sailed from Rotterdam to Leith, 

And never felt a qualm; 
And roughed it on tne angry Thames, 

Without the slightest harm; 
But I never felt so deathly sick or so pe-cu-li-ar. 
Since, oif the blue Canary Isles, I smoked my 
first cigar. 

Chorus. 
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2. 
I hate the very sight of food. 

I cannot eat at all; 
And when I try to walk the deck 

I'm certain sure to fall. 
Aside from which I am in love 

With darling Isabelle, 
And if she should refuse my suit, 

My fate no one could tell. 
'T would be the hardest load to bear of all 

my griefs by far, 
Since off the blue Canary Isles I smoked 
my first cigar. 

Choirs, 
3. 
By nature I am very brave. 
And know not any fear; 
But still I dare not tell my love 

When Christopher is near. 
I'm sure he loves that girl himself, 

With all his might and main, 
And means to marry her as soon 

As he gets back to Spain. 
But when he does 1*11 pack my traps and 

emigrate afar; 
Perhaps to the Canary Isles, and smoke 
my last cigar. 

Cfwrus. 
{Enter 1st Mate.) 

IST M. Captin^, I saw a sight jest naow 

That friz my blood: it did, I vaow. 
The meaning I can t understand; 
Because why, we 're so fur from land, ' 

The Bosen had just huv the lead, 
When he yelled out— "Breakers ahead I" 
And thar they wuz on our lee baow. 
We must be mighty near them naow. 
C. C. A vaunt thee I caitiff, varUt, minion I 
There 's danger there, in my opinion. 
Clew up the rudder, and on hardtack put the crew I 
Tacking alone can save us. (JExit humedly, as itwere. ) 
1ST M. (Leaving to slow music) Them's my sentiments, too. 

AiK. — " WarrUyrlBold." 
1 

PuK. Pair Isabelle, I fain would tell 

My burning love for thee. 
I know full well I ne'er can quell 
That dream of ecstacy. 
Thy liquid azure hair. 
And flaxen eyes so rare. 
And form divine 
This heart of mine 
Have overcome, I swear. 
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Is A. Pray, do not swear I I could not bear 

Anathemas to hear. 
That hair would stare, those eyes I 'd tear, 
And straightway take my bier. 
I *m but a child, you know, 
And seldom had a beau, 
And as you're poor 
I 'm almost sure 
*T would not be comme il fauL 

3 
Ptjr. My dearest dear, don't take your bier 

And leave me to bewail 
My wretched fate, for *t is too late 
To cure me of my ail. 
ISA. . Since you in earnest are 

♦ You '11 have to ask my pa. 

If he says "Yea " I '11 on that day 
Be your Is-a-bel-la. 
Both. With rapture sweet our souls shall meet; 
Our hearts like one will beat. 
And when we land 
Then hand in hand. 
We '11 married be in style complete. 

(Enter C. C.) 

C. C. Which would you rather do or 

ISA. Go a fishing? 

Pub. That *s just the very thing that I was wishing. 
C. C. Oh,- yes! by all means let us fish. 

For here tne fish abound. 

And a fairer sea for a sea-f arer never could be found. 

(Enter 1st Mate deliberately, so to speak.) 

C. C. (To IST Mate.) Go get some fishing-lines in 
haste, and bid the 2nd Mate 
Send one or two smart youngsters out to 
dig some worms for bait. 

(Exit 1st Mate and Purseb.) 

IsA. That Purser is a darling; but wasn't it a luckx 

thing 
That I had two strings to my bow, and two 
^ beaux on the string? 

(To C. C.) Although the thought of losing you 

fills me with tribulation, 
, There 's no great loss without some gain,— 
I *ve that for consolation. 
C. C. , That ninny 's gone to change his suit. 
ISA. Well, he *s a gallant suitor; 

And, anyhow, my Purser's cute— 
C. £, And you 're my persecutor. 
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(Enter Pursek. Ist Mate brings lines and bait, and retires.) 

(Purser and Isabelle whisper,) 

C. C. {Shouts.) I say, you spooneys, over there; I wish 
You'd quit your talking; it will scare the fish. 

{All fish.) 

(Purser and Isabelle buzz, and C. C. again remarks, 
"con energico**) 

C. C. Quit talking there, you Purser. I n^i'er saw 

such an ass. 
Pur. I've got a bite, a rouser, too, by Jove I ' ve caught a 

(Pulls out a quart bottle labeled ** Bass* Ale.'') 

All. (Exclaim in unison.) BASS. 

(Enter 1st Mate.) 

Air.—" Springfield Mountain.'* 

IST M. Once on a time, a capting bold 

Sailed o'er the sea in search of gold-i-old. 

Cho. Sing tu ri lu— ri tu ri lay. 

Sing tu ri lu—ri tu ri lay-i-ay. 

2. 
The sea was calm, the wind was free, 
As he sailed o'er that rolling sea-i-ee. Chorus. 

3. 
The 1st Mate was a keerful man. 
And never into danger ran-i-an. Chorus. 

4. 
One day a sailor to him told 
There 's lots of water in the hold-i-old. Chorus. 

5- 
And so the mate came down below, 
To tell the capting it was so-i-o. Chorus. 

C. C. Hey! water in the hold! What a thing to con- 
template. 
About how many feet were there ? 
1st M. (Leisurely.) Some twenty-seven or eight. 

C. C. I think she'll hold it, but to surely end all doubt, 

(Handing him an auger.) Take this and bore some 
holes and let the water out. (Exit 1st Mate.) 
That augurs well for future rest; and now, . x 

my pretty maid. 
Official orders I will give to have some chow- 
der made. 
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PuK. Of fish all chowders should be made. Great Caesar I 
What a bite! 
Help, Captain I— help I (O. 0. catches him round the 

the waist.) 
Now then, hang on with all your living might. 

(IsA. calls for help. Enter 1st Mate with great alacrity; 
. catches C. C.'s waist and piills. Fish suddenly c^mes up. 
All fall backward, (Tableau,) (Exit 1st Mate as 2nd 
Mate enters,) 

2nd M. Captain, the crew are at the fighting point ; 

Because the compass is quite out or joint. 
C. C. The compass out of joint; that's no account; 

(Although we bought it on a joint account.) 

(Hears fish-horn,) 

But compass or non-compass, I'll be bound 
That sound's along an island. 

(Ent^ 1st Mate.) 

Aliii together. ' Tis Long Island Sound, 

C. C. Go tell the crew they must not be too finical. 

I will call Binney when ashore, and have him fix 
the binnacle, 
1st M. Captain! Captain! dearest Captain! 

Something dreadful's going to happen. 

By dead reckoning the sailors swear that they'll no 

longer run. 
And so, I'm reckoning, we'll be dead before the set 

of sun. 
(Sings,) They're coming, they're coming, I hear 

their footsteps slow. 
I hear the angel voices calling **Poor Old Joe." 

(Exit 1st Mate.) 

C. C. Fly to your staterooms ere it be too late, 
If we must perish let us die in state. 
Should they be coming hither with a murder-' us 

intention. 
We '11 ascertain the fact by Tom Edison's in- 
vention. 

(C. C. sets Phonograph, Exeunt omnes.) 
(Enter Crew, disguised, 

AiB.— " (Conspirators* Chorus." Mme. Angot's Daughter. 
1. 
Would you know the secret of our being here ? 
We must keep quite quiet, for 'tis very clear, 
That if Christopher Cfolumbus should oe near ; 

It would play the very mischief with our plan. 
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We are just tired of this sailincf West, 
' Though 'twas our Queen Isabella's request. 

So we will turn our prows toward home, 
And no farther will we roam. 
To oblige C. C. or any other man. 

2. 
When we first left home^we had no end of feed. 
And we thought a very jolly life we 'd lead, 
But in all our countenances vou can read 

To what abject misery we ve come at last. 
First all the mushrooms and truffles gave out. 
Instead of Heidsick we had to drink Stout: 
And now the peaches, grapes, and pears; 
Cakes, and chocolate Eclairs 

Have become but a remembrance of the past. 

3. 
'Tis quite true our 1st Mate is a pilot bred, 
Born upon the Bay of Biscuit, so 'tis said; 
But on Detter mate than that we must be fed. 

Or we'll sink the ship and live by pi-racy. 
Sure we can't dine on the rest of the crew. 
Though we have Porter-geese and Irish, too. 
So when our Captain is in bed. 
We '11 go and knock him on the head, 

And win the others over by diplomacy. 

By diplomacy— yes, you see. 

By diplomacy— poor C. C. 

{Mutineers depart) 

{Enter C. C, IsA., Pub., and 2nd Mate.) 

C. C. A pretty note for us to have such an dmeute in here. 
Tell all to them, you tiny thing— you heard them — 
you tin ear. 

{Phonograph repeats last verse.) 

{Enter 1st Mate.) 

Ha I Nunez I What 's the hour ? Is 't afternoon ? 

I know it noon is. Answer me, you loon I 
1st M. Yes, Canting, by the light of yonder sun. 

The mutineers were getting ready to strike ONE ; 

And that one is 

C. C. I know— 'tis I. 

I'll put a speedy end to all this mutiny. 

Put them m irons; yet stay, th' indictment might 
be quashed. 

So just Defore they're ironed, you'll have them 
nicely washed. 

Now haste and bring the log, you Purser sordid. 

And see the sentence properly recorded. 
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JPuR. I hate, mon Capitaine, so harsh a thing to 
chronicle. 
But for the ire on your brow, I'd judge you were 
ironical. 
1st M. Oh I Capting, I had quite forgot to tell you some- 
thing new, . 
But before I i)ut the crew in irons I've another 

thing in view. 
The mizzen-topmast lookout, with a smile child- ^ 

like and bland. 
Has informed me he's discivered that we're very 
near to land. 
C. C. Oh I Where's my glass? I needs must take a rapid 
observation. 
{Takes it.) Yes. There it is as large as life and, 
big as all creation. 
1st M. {Takes glass.) Oh, where' s that glass? I must 
impart some useful information. 
There's Sitting Bull, taking the oath on his men- 
tal reservation. 
Pur. Oh I let me look. Great Heavings I there is— there 
is the elevation 
Of Memorial Hall with tables spread for an elegant 

collation. 
And unless I'm much mistaken there's a student 

on probation; 
And there is Prex, a writing up his annual oration. 
IsA. There's the elevated railroad and a furnace for 

cremation, 
And I declare there's Old South Church in a state 
of preservation. 
2KD M. Why, what's that chaste and gorgeous architec- 
tural formation? 
Oh I by the powers, it is the towers of the New- 

TONVILLE BRICK STATION. 
Air.— " 5ft/<mi la Trornba." Puritani. 

C. C. Nunez, I think the hour is come 

To try these wretched men. 
I'll be tne judge and jury, too, 

And you be clerk pro xem. 
Here is the witness all wound up. 

To sing his little song. 
Go fix a rope to the yard-arm. 

I'm sure we won't be long. 
As for the mizzen-top lookout, 

Freely I will pardon him. 
The others I will hang and burn, 

And rend them limb from limb. 

Exit 1st Mate. 

ISA. (Aside toCC) You '11 have them fried 1 Eh ? Oh I 
how can you treat your crew so ? 
Had I been your first mate, I'm sure you'd never 
do so; 
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But here they come, poor dears. Oh I what a 

cruel fate 
I might avert if you would be my second mate. 

(Enter Ckew.) 
Am.—" Swmi la TromJba." Puritan!. 

C. C. Sailors, I am about to give 

To you a fair trial; 
Though you are quite unfit to live, 

Neither shall you die all. 
He who upon the mizzen-top 

Did first discover land, 
I'll find "not guilty," and dismiss 

With but a reprimand, 
The others all snail walk a plank. 

Unless perchance they prove 
An ** alibi non sequitur,'** 

And my compassion move. 

Down on your knees I We'll see if you repent. 
Guilty or not guilty? [Faase]. Silence gives consent. 
So die you must; but on the spot my blessing I 

would give 
To that mizzen-topmast lookout, who permission 

has to live. 
(To IsA). You'd better leave this place, my dear, 

the sight would you appal. 
(To Sailors,) You have my blessing, mizzen-top.— Ahem I 

Bless you, my children, all I 

JSxplanation, When C, C. turns to Ud ISA. to leave, the crew, 
who are on their knees, all bring a placard marked **Mizzen- 

* topmast-lookout** from behind their backs, and hang it in 
front C. C. notices the one nearest him; and, in the act of bless- 
ing him, sees the others, and after some hesitation blesses them ^ 
alt 

Air—" Oh, Joy Unbounded." Trial by Jury. 

1. 
♦C. C. Oh I how forbearing, to be so sparing 
Of these sea-faring men, I declare! 
For vaulted dungeon, with bread to munch on 
In lieu of luncneon, I '11 them prepara 

2. 
IsA. Don't be complaining, your men arraigning; 
Nor talk of chaining them, I implore. 
Cease your assailing, forgive their failing, 
With love prevailing here forevermore. 

8. 
Pur. Allow your Purser to loin with her, sir; 
Your heart to stir, sir, with sympathy. 
If you *11 exempt, sir, them from contempt, sir; 
They'll ne'er attempt, sir, a conspiracy. 
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4 

All. Oh, bliss unending I with voices blending, 
No more contending in way abhorred. 
Pray let us never this friendship sever, 
But live forever in a sweet accord. 

C. C. Yes; you are my crew, 

Crew. And a good one, too. 

C. C. Yes; you are my crew. 

Cret«. And a good one, too. 

C. C. Whene'er your pay \^as due 

With alacrity you flew 
As the Purser came in view. 

Crew. He 's a good one, too. 

C. C. Such fine tars I rarely knew 

Crew. And such good ones, too. 

C. C. Such fine tars I rarely knew. 

Crew. And such good ones, too. 

C. C. At a bake, a boil, or stew, 

A decoction, or a brew, 
I have nerver once missed you. 

All. Which the same is true. 

ElO) OF SECOND ACT. 
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A.CT III. 

Scene 1. 

BOSTON COMMON. 

Mayor and Aldermen and Common Councjl. 
(In Council assembled.) 

AiB.— " Jaw the Monarch of the Sea.'' Pinafore. 

Pow. I am the Mayor of this town; 

Whenever I put my foot down 

I don't care a button when I take it up again. 
Cho, And we are the Council and the Board 

of Aldermen. 

2. 

Pow. Now, the question, I believe. 

Is this: Shall we receive 
This Christopher Columbus just arrived 
from Spain ? 
Cho, Leave that to your Council and your 

Board of Aldermain. 

8 

Pow. He 's a stranger, I am told, 

Who has brought with him a lot of gold. 
So I think 't would be a sin if we did n*t 
take him in. 
Cho. Just so say your Council and your Board 

of Aldermin. 
Just so say your Board, who are sure they 
can afford to take him in. 

Councilman) What 's the cost, I 'd like to know; 

from Ward 2, \ Seems to me we *d best go slow 
In incurring obligation 
For this man of foreign nation. 
I would like some information 
As to the appropriation. 

Pow. Will the Treasurer please give 

Information positive, 
Ere the session far advances. 
Of the state of our finances. 
Since the matter seems engrossing 
To the member from Hull's Crossmg? 

Treas. I will state that the expenses. 

If the Board are in their senses, 
And the Court herself doth know, sir. 
Which she rather thinks is so, sir. 
Should be very trifling; hence we 
Mean to hire a transparency. 
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CouNcarLMAN ) Hire a thranspaxency, is it I 
fr(ym Tin Horn. ) Jist because yiz get a visit 

From this gossoon. Kot for wan cint 

Will yiz iver get my consint. 

Thim as makes that bill may pay it. 

" Who the divil, sir, cud play it r ' 
Councilman ) I *11 inform thai bold marauder 
from Ward 2, 3 Such remarks are out of order, 

And I move he be requested 

To withdraw that oatn detested. 
CouNOiLMAN ) Since the matter must be inded, 
from Tin Horn, ) I will move it be aminded. 
Alderman 
from 
{Morse' ^ 

Other motions antedating. 
Pow. ^ Of all motions that *s the oest one. 

Shall I now put the main question ? 

All in favor of the notion 

Will vote "Aye" upon the motion; 

Those opposed, among your number 

WiU shout "No ! " like Hail Columbia. 

Now, then, all in favor 

Ald. "Aye, sir." 

Pow. That rm sure could not be nicer. 

AiB.— " When I vhm a Lad." Pinafore. 

Alderman ) Now, as that question 's settled at last, 
from Ward 8,fl move that a vote of confidence be passed. 
I think that we all should have tiles and kids. 
And advertise to-morrow for competitive bids. 

Cho, And advertise to-morrow for competitive bids. 

Alderman ) We *11 force all the bidders to send samples in, 

from Ward 8, > And then we'll tax the citizens, to raise the tin. 

dw. We '11 force all the bidders to send samples in. 
And then we '11 tax the citizens, to raise the tin. 

2. 

Councilman) That resolution won't satisfy me. 

fri^m Ward 2,) You can neither bully^ bribe nor buy me. 
I now insist upon an explanation, 
Or I '11 never vote for the appropriation. 

Cho. He never will vote for the appropriation. 

Councilman ) I say what I mean, and I mean what I say, 
' from Ward 2. | And I never will retract it till the Judg- 
ment Day. 

Cho. We say what we mean, and we mean what we say, 
And never will retract it till the Judgment Day. 



tow. Although quite illegal, 't is a fact, 

" When the law don't help us, the Executive 

must act." 
I therefore order the expenses made. 
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And that from the City Treasury the bills be paid. 
C?u>. And that from the City Treasury the bills- be paid. 
Pow. So now, as I am sure that our salary is earned, 
Informally I '11 mention that the meeting is 
adjourned. 
Cho. So now, as we are sure that our salary i^ earned. 
Informally we '11 mention that the meeting is 
adjourned. (Cfurtain,) 

Scene 2. 



(SiGNOR Gazelli and Indians, who are just finishing a 
dance.) 

Gaz. First rate, first rate— Oh, that's splendid! 

I'm quite sad to think 'tis ended. 
Such a lovely minuet. Ah I 
I am sure there is no better 
Manner to set off one's figiyre. 
'Tis much finer than a jig. Ah! 
What one wants for fancy dancing 
Is a lithesome figure, friends, 
For I fancy this entrancing 
Art to corpulency tends. 
Look at me. Behold— admire! 
Mark the grace with which I go. 
Years of work it doth require. 
Such activity to show. 

Al». 

Gaz. When Christopher you chance to meet 
Give him a welcome ^uite complete, 
Kise up altogether, as lischt as a feather, 
And bow almost down to your feet. 

The band will play " Hail to the Chief." 
I hope they'll play loud, for I'm told he is deaf; 

And pray do keep quiet, and not raise a riot, 
For surely I'd perish with grief. 

But now fd like to hear you sing 

Some soft and sentimental thmg. 
Like "Johannes Morgan, who played on the Organ," 

Or that new song—** Spring, Gentle Spring." 

(Indians sing "Spring, Oentle Spring,** vociferously,) 

Spring !— Spring I gentle Spring ! 

Youngest season of the year; 
Life and joy to Nature brmg: 

Nature's darling, haste thee here. 

Gaz. If I had that last chord around your throats, 

I'd strangle you at once. Here take these notes. 
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{Distributes singing cards, Indians sing.) 

Am.— " Solfeggio." Little Duke. 

Sol re sol la re la si la sol la si do re, 

Do do si la do si si si la mi fa sol la sol fa mi fa re la 

Sol re sol la re la si la sol la si do re. 

Mi re do re mi fa sol re si sol la si do la fa re mi fa sol 

Fa sol la la la si do do sol la si si si do re 

Si do re re re mi fa mi re do si la do si la sol fa mi re 

Re mi re mi re re ml re mi re re mi re mi re do re re mi fa 

Sol re sol la re la si la sol la si do re 

Mi re do re mi fa sol re si sol la si do la fa re mi fa sol 

Sol si re si la la do mi do si si re sol mi re mi re do si la sol 

Sol si re si la la do mi do si si re sol mi re mi re do si la 

Sol re si sol re si sol re si sol re si sol 

Si sol re si re sol. 

(Enter Powhatan, Pocahontas, Minneboohoo, /ro?n owe 
side, Columbus, Isabelle and Mummy frcym other. 



Pow. 

C. C. 
Pow. 

C. 0. 

Pow. 



C. C. 
Pow. 



POCA. 

and 

MDf. 



POCA. 



BioTH. 



If my eyesight aint deceiving 

'Tis Columbus I'm receiving. 

'Tis Powhatan I'm believing: 

Bo n't be leaving— leave us grieving.— 

'T would be most indecorous, sir. 

We desire no deck o'er us, sir. 

Pray introduce us to your suite. 

{To Poca.) Come here, my sweet. You'd ought to 

greet 
Columbus 

(Poca. curteseys,) 

Is this bashful maid your daughter? 

Yes, she is bashful made because you caught her 

Quite unawares. Do n't be so frightened, deary, 

'T is a visitor from t' other hemisjphere. 

{Introducing Minnehoohoo.) This is my eldest baby- 
quite the image of her mother. {Minne, weeps,) 

Princess of Wails she *s called, for she her grief - 
can't smother. 

AiB.— " TeU RamTnentV* 

Duet— Pocahontas and Minneboohoo. 

Valiant stranger, brave and fearless; 
From a kingdom sad and cheerless; 
Welcome to this land so peerless, 

Welcome to our hearts to-day. 
May the beauty thy soul inspire. 
Ana enkindle in thee Love's fire, 
Stranger from a foreign empire, 

Here we hope thou'lt ever stay. 

Bright the stars above us beaming. 
Brighter still Love's spark is gleaming; 
Cupid's wounds, tho' painful seeming, 
Are but made in gladsome play. 

Trust it we pray. 
For that mystic spell enchanting, Love; 
Mirth and Joy emplanting, Love, 

All doubt would slay. 
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MiN. Cupid's -darts but wound in seeming, 

Love is one unending play. 
Both. Trust it we pray. 

For that mystic spell enchanting, Love; 
Mirth and Joy emplanting, T^ove, 

All doubt would slay. 
Be my ^rue love— my own true love, 
My dear, my dearest, my love. 

Be mine alone— an! be mine own. 

Paw. Speak to him, children dear. 

PocA. Comment vous portez vous ? 

C. C. I no speaky Italiano. 

MiN. Well, then, how are you V 

0. C. Comfortable, duehess. {To PocA.) Is the weather 

likely to be good ? 
PocA. Don't know whether 't is or not; sort o* wish it would. 
C. C. That 's the worst ** spell ** of " weather ** I * ve found 

hereabout. 
Is your maternal parient aware that you are out ? 

(Min, wails,) 

MiN. Alas I we have no mother. Pa. thought her in the way, 
So he tomahawked and scalped her just a week ago 
to-day. {Oives way to her feelings.) 
C. C. That was an idea. (To PocA.) But notldng to your 
eya dear. 
Come, tell me all about yourself, and do not be so 
shy, dear. 

Pocahontas sings. 

Air.—" Once upon a Time there was a Maiden.*^ Le Petit Ck)rsair. 

1. 

I am but a timid little Countess, 
And in Boston city I do dwell. 
Papa calls me pretty Pocahontas; 

Why he does I 'm sure I cannot tell. 
I was Dorn when quite a tiny baby, 
In a little hut on Beacon Street. 
As you * ve never seen our city may be 
You are not aware it can't be beat. 
If Powhatan will agree^ 
And you 'd like to go with me, 
All the lions I will show. 
You'll admire them, I well know. 

2. 

I was educated in a convent. 

In a charming place called Montreal; 
But, alas I papa became insolvent. 

And was forced his daughter to recall. 
I had studied French, andGreek, and Latin, 

Physics, Chemistry and Botany, 
Sewing, Knitting, Crocheting and Tattin', 

Isometrics and Astronomy. 
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I was really quite a "blue," 
All the women's rites I knew. 
Terrible indeed my woe 
When I found no more I'd know. 

3. 

I had counted on a wealthy marriage 

To a Count, or Duke or foreign swell; 
With ancestral arms upon his carriage, 
When that sad and cruel fate befell. 
I anticipated some diversion 

From a tour upon the continent— 
Really hoped to join Tourjee's Excursion— 
Ere napa became insolvient. 
So if you will marry me, 
♦ O'er tne bright and laughing sea 

Dearly I would like to go- 
Leap-year 'tis I s'pose you know. 

(PoCA. goes toward Powhatan. C. C. tries to restrain her,) 

C. C. Delicious I Charming I Quite a treat I Oh, stay I Do 
not retreat; 
I'll see you further, and arrange that walk on Beacon 

Street. 
Now, let me introduce my friends. Sir, this is 

Isabelle. 
(Aside.) She was a belle^ and oft was told that she 
- did look quite well. 



Iba. 



AiB.— " Not many years Ago," Hiawatha. 



Not many years ago, I was 

A maiden young and pretty; • 
I had a wealth of shining curls, 

And was exceeding witty: 
I was hut scarce sixteen years old, 

And lived in Newton City: 
Oh! I was quite a lovely maid. 

Not many years ago. 
Oh! then I was a beauty. 

Yes, a beauty, young and fair. 
Ctti! then I was a beauty,' and in style none with 
me could compare. 



My cheeks outblushed the damask rose. 

My teeth than pearls were whiter; 
Mybrow was like the lily pale, 

Than stars my eyes were brighter: 
And when I danced my every step, 

Than fairy foot-falls lighter; 
Oh! wasn't I a lovely maid, 

Not many years ago I 
Oh! then I was a beauty. 

Yes, a beauty, young and fair. 
Oh! then I was a beauty, and in style none with 
me could compare. 
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PocA. (To Pow.O Mayn't I go to Eiurope^ papa» 

with Columbus and his friends? 
Pow. (Savagely,) You're a pauper's daughter, Poky, 

and to-day this trifling ends. 
PocA. There *s Isabelle would be my chaperone. 

We'd live quite cheap on love and maccaroni. 
I'm absolutely starving for a taste of foreign scenery. 
Pow. Peace! thoughtless chatter-box I Go, get thee to 
a beanery 1 
(Aside, furiously,) If I thought that this Columbus 

Dared to dream of her a& nis'n 
I would raise an awful rumpus, 
And would snake him off to prison. 
C. C. This is our " IsLs Not Unveiled." I fear naught will 
avail her; 
Although she's been to see so much shfe's quite a 

wretched sailor. 
And now, whate'er you have to say I trust you will 

say quickly; 
For Pocahontas there, Sir Mayor, is looking very 

sickly. 
She needs some air, and, by your leave, when this 

reception 's o'er, 
I'll take her out to Grantville, if she's ne'er heard 
** Pinafore." 

(MlNNE-?)0d^05.) 

PocA. No, never! (Sensation.) 

Pow. You '11 never know, then, what you ' ve lost. Now, 
I 've a speech to make; . 
After which, if you desire it, your departure you 
may take. 

We're glad to see our friend, C. C, 

On this our festal day; 
And feel that he should surely be 

Delighted here to stay. 
. I'm unaccustomed quite 

To speak, and if 1 might 
Permitted be, I'll say that we 

Are glad to see C. C. ; 
And should he need a friend indeed, 

I'm his eternally. 

The contents of this casket small 

To you I freely give. 
Let it remind you of us all. 
As long as you shall live. 
The "Freedom of the Town"— a place of some renown — 
You'll find in there; guard it with care. 

(C. C. examines it,) 

Don't turn it upside down. 

C. C. Oh I thanks; how kind. I'll wear it next my heart. 
And from this tasty souvenir I never more will part. 
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Am.--" JioMn Rf^." 



C. C. (Bingsy 

Ere I'm off for the day I would offer ray friends 
A few knicknacks, and keepsakes and things. 
{distributing presents) 
{To Pow.) Here 's a jacknife for yon,^t is quite sharp and quite new; 
You can use it to cut stick and strings, Powhatan, 
You can use it to cut stick and strings. 



Pow. I can NEVBB express how astonished I am; 
Such munificence doth me surprise; 
I will treasure the gift till my soul goes adrift, 
And to its Happy Hunting Ground flies, Columbus, 
And to its Happy Hunting Ground flies. 



C. C. To the ladies I tender these scarfs, and so forth, 

' For my heart is both tender and true. 
Pray don't scoff, or make light of this evidence slight 
Of my friendship for Minneboohoo, Powhatan— 
And as well, Pocahontas, for you. 



POCA. 

MiN. 
POCA. 
MIN. 
POCA. 

Mnr. 

POCA. 

MiN. 

POCA. 

MiN. 

POCA. 

MiN. 

POCA. 

Both. 



Air.— "2>Me* of Men at Arms," Genevifeve. 

Kind sir, I fear that Vou we're robbing- 
Nonsense, my child, you're quite absurd— 
With gratitude my heart is throbbinc— 
Oh, pshaw t don't say another word- 
So happy I am almost sobbing— 
'Tis jealousy your heart has stirred— 
No, no, ft ain't. 
Yes, yes, it is. 
No, no, it ain't. 

yes, it is; I know it is; it is I know. 
Be quiet, pray. 
It is, I say. 
I say it am't. 



Yes, 



Oh! what a mood you're in; I think you're very rude 



PocA. Whene'er this way he casts his glances— 

MiN. Now stop your raving, that's a dear— 

PocA. How bri^i the visions and the fancies— 

MiN. Come,Tokey, don't you talk so queer— 

PocA. His every word my soul entrances— 

MiK. Well, you are smashed on him, that's clear. 

PocA. No, no, I ain't. 

MiN. Yes, yes, you are. 

PocA. No, no, I ain't. 

MiN. Yes, yes, you are; I know you are: you are, I know. 

PocA. Be quiet, pray. 

MiN. You are, I say. 

PocA. I say I ain't. 

Both. Oh, no!— oh, no! Don't quarrel so; 'tis wrong, you know. 

(JTiss and make up. Poca. glances at C. C. a)id kisses Minn. 
again and again^) 

Gaz. So please your highness, if Columbus is disposed, 
* We^d like to sing a barcarole wliich one of us 
composed; 
Also, to dance a minuet in honor of our guest. 
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Pow. I guessed as much. Well, flte away, and do your 

level best. 
Gaz. First class in singing rise and form in line. 
Pow. Now be prepared, Columbus, for 3omething super- 
fine. 
jC. C. Quite fine, of course. How straight they stand, 

and still. 
Pow. 'Tis the effect of Carter's High School military 

drill. 
Gaz. The chorus, while the solo's sung, will kindly 
"stand at ease;" 
iut when the minuet is reached, you'll all "go as 

you please." 
Start at the word, you soloist; and don't you sing 

so low. 
You can't be heard. All ready, sir? Then one, 
two, three; now Go ! 

" G. IT. "—Original Music. Miss G. M. H. 

1. 

G. W. was an awful man, 
And a most Iiorrid liar. 
He kissed the maidens all foriom: 
And lived and died where he was bom, 
In Old Vir-gin-i-ia, 
In Old Virginia. Sing. 
Chorus. First in war, first in peace, first in the hearts of his 
countrymen. 

(Minitet,) 

2. 

He gambled, drank and swore like mad; 
Of fighting ne'er did tire: 
Bill he had such a lovely voice 
It would have made your soul rejoice, 
To hear him In the choir. 
To hear him In the choir. Sing. 
Cho. First, &c. 

(Minuet.) 

3. 

Hft had six children by the name 
CM Sampson and Gollah, 
Benjamin, Araminta Jane, 
Mimchausen and G. Francis Strain, 
Ananias and Sophia- 
Ananias and Sophia. {Sitig.) 
Cho, First, &c. 

(Afimiet.) 



So when he died I doubt If he 
Did go up any higher, 
And now I think you'll all agree 
That of this wretch's history 
No more do you require- 
No more do you require— Except that he was 
Cho. First, &c. 

{Minuet.) 
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« 

{Brfore song PoCA. and Min. exchange presents with ihe others, 
and rig themselves up. During song PocA. quietly ex- 
chanqes places and costumes with the Mummy, who in mean 
time nas heen dressed up by some of the Indians.) 

Pow. Columbus, ere you take your leave, I 'd just as lief 

you'd take 
Some trifling thing, to serve to keep your memory 

awake; 
And as I'm sure y6u have no use whatever for that 

dummy, 
I'll make a trade. She seems to me to keep so very 

mum, I 
Am sure she 'd made a splendid squaw, and ma for 

my pappooses. 

(MiN. wails at the thought) 

Don't mind her squalling, Christopher, she nothing 
but a goose is. 
C. C. Agreed, my Warrior Bold; I s'pose that you won't 
mind 
If in exchange I capture the most trifling thing I 
find. 
Pow. No, not at all. 
C. C. Is't Honest Injun ? 

Pow. Yes. and though 't is odd; 

To tell the truth, an honest Indian is the 

rarest work of God. 
Take it and welcome. 
C. C. Well, since you don't care; 

I'll take your youngest daughter, who is standing 
over there. 

{Pointing to Mummy, dressed to represent PocA.) 

She's trifled with my feelings in a way I'm bound 

to state 
Is outrageous and despicable, and sad to contemplate. 
Pow. Oh I take her sister Minnie. I desire to keep the 
other, 
• To perfect her education and assist her new 
stepmother. 

(MiN. gives way as usual) 

C C. No, vou can't poke her on to us, for I'll go no step 
farther 
In this direction if you make another bit of bother. 
Although a single man, I'm firm; so give me up 
^ the younger. 

(Oong heard,) 

Ah I there's the signal for my train; I must not 
tarry longer. 
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9 

{Exchange is made; hustle qf departure; Pow. gets PocA. and 
C. C. gets Mummy.) 

Air,— "Boorioboola Oha," Bvangeline. 
Grand Chobus. 

This is a sorrowful parting, Cliristoplier Colombo; 
Mark how onr tears are starting, Cliristopher Colombo. 
How we would like to accompany you. 
Oh! we shall die if we cannot— Boo-hoo! 
Yes, we shall die— Boo-hoo! 
Oh! we shall die— Boo-hoo! 

2. 
Life will become but a burden, Christopher Colombo; 
Why must you leave us so sudden, Christopher Colombo? 
Give us a lock of yoifr hair— please do; 
Otherwise we shall all perish— Boo-hoo! 
Perish quite dead— Boo-hoo! 
Awfully dead — Boo-hoo ! 

(C. C. shakes head and departs.) 

3. 
Never more shall we set eyes on Christopher Colombo; 
For you we'll all take cold pizen, Christopher Colombo. 
Oh! you have fractured these hearts warm and true; 
Where will you die when you go to— Boo-hoo! 

{Take Poisfyn.) 

Farewell, kind friend — adieu. 
Oh ! what an end — Boo-hoo ! ! ! 

END OF ACT III. 
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Interior of Castle in Spain. Queen, King, Isabelle of 
Portugal, Pocahontas and Minneboohoo. Maids 
of Honor and Courtiers, Purser and Mummy. 

Opening Chorus. 

Air.— "Far Away the Camp Fires Bum." II Guiramento. 

Dearest Queen, 't is your birthday: 
Please accept this gift, we pray; 
Our hearts* love it doth portray, 
For 't was bought with our week's pay. 

Blithely singing— voices ringing- 
Gratitude we would display; 

With this offering, homage proffering 
To our gracious Queen to-day. 

May thj skies be ever bright, 

Every joy thy soul delight; 

Fain would we thy love requite 

While anew our faith we plight. 
Life to us is dear if only we. 

Our daily round of duty done; 
Can but win a smile of praise from thee, 

Oh! thou beloved one. 

Ajb..—" Marjorie''8 Almanac." 

Queen. Ferdinand, I trust you will not think me bold 
If I now remind you of your custom old 
In those early days when we united were. 
You remember, ere you knighted Christopher, 
(Whom afterward you had the heart to banish 
And let him slide, or caused him to walk Spanish, 
He was just an angel; that I 'm bound to say), 
You did grant me every wish I made on my 

birth-day. 
Say that you'll revive the custom, and I '11 be 
Quite the happiest mortal on this side the sea. 

Ferd. Well, by my rood, I swear 1 if swearing be not rude, 
I would your heart were light as when you 

first I wooed. 
And if so slight a promise might your spirits 

serve to raise,- 
I '11 make it now, and also on all subsequent 

birth-days. 
But never mention more to me the name of 

that base slave. 
For, if I find him, he shall learn the King doth 

take the Knave. 
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(Enter Pagb.) 

Page. Your majesty, the keeper 's found 

A-roaming round about at large; 
A most ferocious vagab^und, 

And has the rascalnow in charge. 
His eye was patched— so were his clothes- 
Bright shone the apex of his nose; • 
A banjo round his neck was hung, 
While in a harsh, cracked voice he sung 

Air,—*' Oranc(f<ither*'8 Clock," 

My grandfather's clock was too large for the shelf 
So it stood ninety years on the floor; 
' It was taller by half than the old man himself. 
Though it weighed not a penny-weight more. 
It was bought on the mom of the day he was bom, 

And was always his treasure and pride; 
But it stopped, short— never to go again— 

When the old man died. *" 

O/io.— Ninety years, without slumbering, (tick, tick, tick, tick.) 
His life-seconds numbering, (tick, tick, tick, tick.) 
It stopped, short— never to go again— 
When the old man died.* 
Feed. The ruffian I Is he not aware 
No royal clemency can spare 
The fiendish miscreant, who so ruthlessly would 

shock 
Our high-bom nerves by singing " My Grandfather's 

Ciock"? 
Go drag him hither. Oh, that worst of heartless 

villains I 
I '11 hang him first, and then I '11 fine him forty 
shillin's. 
Page. 'Tis useless, sire; he hath but scarce ten cents. 
Ferd. The senseless knave, devoid of common-sense; 
I'm quite incensed, and if our Queen consents, 
. I'll sentence him at once for this offence, 

(Eait Page.) 

Queen. Don't hang the man I 'Twould keep him in suspense. 

If he repents, credit his penitence. 
Ferd. In no sense do I trust his mnocence. 

I am not in the mood— my wrath's intense. 

Impanel all the jury. I 'U preside. 

And have this wandering minstrel quickly tried, 

(Enter Tramp, tmder escort) 

Page. Behold the wretched prisoner I 

Ferd. At the bar you him will place. 

'Tis not the first bar he has seen, to judge'lum by 
his face. 

Who'll the attorney be, to prosecute the villain ? 

• N. B.— These touching words are fromihe pen of Mr. H. C Work. 
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Pubs. I will, your Msgesty, if Isabelle is willin*. 
Ferd. (To prisoner,) You 'd better seek your counsel, if 
you have not one secured. 

We mean to hang you legally, of that pray be assured. 

Who will defenf hiin ? 

{Prisoner gives signal,) Enter 1st Mate, as lawyer,) 

1st Mate. I '11 do that ere, sir. 

In fact, it is the very thing that I hev' come here f er. 

Am.—" A NwrribU Tale,'* 

Pubs. Here's a terrible case I must relate 

Of a vagrom that came to our monarch's gate, 

And so oehaved that everybody 

Could see that he was full of toddy. 

The vagabond he did look disgustin*. 

The buttons off from his clothes were bustin'; 

Although it was warm, he wore his arctics. 

And had a patch o'er one of his optics. 

For, oh I I 'm sure he 's a desperate man. 

And harbors some ferocious plan. 

You 'd better put him out of the way; 

Alas I—alack fl— awell IIlT-adayJIlI 

1st M. Yer honor, I 'm a poor and briefless lawyer— 
Pebd. So much the worse for your employer. 
1st M. The first count, I imagine, ain't no accoimt 
whatever. 
T 've known him half-seas over, days and days 

together. 
'Tis a bad habit, that he '11 own; so are his coat and 

vest, sir, 
Which, like his ways, need mending, and if the 

court thinks best, sir. 
We *11 close this suit, and at Oak Hall, or elsewhere, 

y I suppose. 
Invest some twenty dollars in a bran-new suit of 
clothes. 
Pebd. Oh I call the witnesses, and let them testify. 
Queen. Fiel don't be testy; we can hear them bye-and-bye. 
In the meantime ask the prisoner if he has aught 

to say; 
If so, he ought to say it now, or else he never may. 

(Pbisoneb sings, and accompanies himself on banjo,) 
Am.— Medley. 

Pbisokeb. You are a merry set of men 

And maidens in this court-room here; 
Light is your work and large your pay- 
So slumber on, baby dear. 
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Ptee from sorrow and from care, 
Never mind the silent tear- 
Would I were a lady fair, 
You her own true love: 
Naught coul^i with our bliss compare 
Save in Heaven above- 
Long incarceration I do really dread, 
OhI 1 'm weary— I 'm a-weary. would that I were dead I 
Queen. Poor man, he *s mad— I think I *d let him go. 
1ST M, Waal, you 'd be mad if you was treated so. 

AjR.—**Le0end de Verre.'* Graud Duchess. 

IsA. I think I recognize in him. 

In spite of all disguising, 
A man who better days has seen, 

*T would not be so surprising. 
Behold the ease with which he sees. 
And, when he seemed to ponder, 
I really think I saw him wink 
At Pocahontas yonder. 
1 *m sure that I somewhere have seen 
That eye. Oh, where could it have been ? 

Air.—" There Were Three Crowe," 

1st M. The day was long, the way was cold. 
The minstrel was infernal old; 
His harp, his sole remaining joy, 
Was stolen by an organ-boy. 
He wandered to the castle gate, 
In hopes to get some grub to ate, 
Instead of which, alas I for hel 
They had him jugged for vagrancy.— 
'T was ever thus trom childhood's hour 
He's seen his fondest hopes decay. 
He never loved a tree or nower, 
But 't was the first to fade away. 

Ferd. Enough. Be silent. Let the case proceed; 
I 'm getting hungry, and my dinner need. 

AnL—"^ J^orrible TcUe." 

Purser. He 's a villainous man, and doth display 

Quite a villainous face in a villainous way; ^ 
And I think that his eye, and his nose, and 

his clotheses. 
Are but means with which upon you he imposes. 
Although his old cloak all over grease is, 
I *11 bet that he is as rich as Croesus: 
I perceive his hand has never a blister. 
Perhaps he is a contrabandistaI 
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IstM. 



For, oh ! I'm sure he 's a desperate man, * 
And harbors some fe-ro-ci-ons plan, 
You *d better put him out of the way 
That *s all at present I have to say. 

Waal, Capting, what hev* yer to say to that? 
Your trotters do n't look much like smugglers, 
Naow that's flat. 



Air.— Medley. 

Pbisoner. Once on a time a Captain bold 

Sailed o'er the sea in search of gold-i-old, 
Cho, Sing tu-ri-lu— ri-tu-ri-lay ; 

Sing tu-ri-lu— ri-tu-ri-la-i-ay. 

Pbisoner. One day his King unto him told— 
Christopher, I 've but a moment, 

To propose a plan. 
All my days are passed in torment j 
I am an ill-used man. 

My ma 

Ferd. {Interrupting,) TrraitorrrI those words a secret 
tells 
That in the heart of but one other dwells: 
I '11 find thee "guilty," if I have to stretch 
My conscience to the utmost. Sieze the wretch! 

(Prisoner throics off disguise, and proves to he an old 
acquaintance,) 

Air.— "7>ttc« IaU." Grand Duchess. 

PocA. Pardon him. My sovereign, 'tis I that implore I 

Pardon him, in mercy relenting. 
Pardon him, again to thy favor restore 

One who every past fault is repenting. 
On others than him would fall the blow; 

In Heaven's name, be more forbearing. 
Thy clemencj pray on him bestow, 

Thy bountiful love never sparing. 
Pardon him, who ever was loyal and true; 

Pardon him, thy pity awaken; 
Pardon him, 'tis m Love's own name I now sue; 

For his sake I my home have forsaken. 
Shouldst thou not need my earnest prayer, 
. Forgiveness to him still refusing. 
My gnef no longer could I bear; 

My reason, I fear, I 'd be losing. 
Pardon him, and ever thy name I will bless; 

•Pardon him, the dark past forgiving; 
Pardon him, and granting him hfe's happiness, 

Make another lire well worth the living. 
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Ferd." 'Tis with regret that I a tender heart would grieve; 
But I shall sentence him to death, and will not e'en 
reprieve, 



Ferd. 
Queen. 
Febd. 
Queen. 



AiR,—**Itobert, Toi qus J^aime.** 

Queen. Dearest husband, kind and tender, 
Friend of my youth, I pray; 
On this happy day, 
Pardon grant to this offender. 
Let mercy thy revenge outweigh. 
No I— no I— no I— no f 

Mercy display. 
No I— no I— no !— no I 
Mercy display; 
At thy court again receiving 

Lovingly as of yore. 
In his penitence believing, 

And thee he will adore. 
Heed the vow which thou hast spoken. 
Keep thy plighted word unbroken. 
On this nappy day, 
Give to him of hope -one ray. 
Pardon 1— 't is the Queen entreating, 
Swift the precious hours are fleeting; 
Pardon him, I pray. 

Ferd. Well, if I must, I must. Columbus shall go free. 
And as a reward for his virtue he 
Shall be made a Vice- Admiral, instantlee, 
And an "F. R. S." and a "K. O. B." 
We'll circulate the wassail-bowl throughout the halls. 
And hang our banners on the outer walls. 
From fosse, and moat, and donjon-keep let it be heard. 
That I, King Ferdinand of Spain, will keep my word. 

C. C. Ohj ioy ! oh, rapture ! I oh, extatic bliss ! ! ! 
I did not dream of such good luck as this. 
To you, most gracious Queen, I owe my happy fate; 
On your f§te-day, and, 't is but fair to state, 
That in a state affair your Royal Highness 
Is superfine, and gifted with much finesse. 
Engraven on my heart your image I '11 enshrine, 
I'd be one of your willing slaves, oh I Queen benirni. 
Behold my long-lost sweet heart! I would ask if she 
In maiden meditation still is fancy free? 

Queen. I fancy not, though she her love ne'er told. 
But on her damaged cheek congealment col^, 
(As in the mud an angle-worm,) doth play; 
She pines and grieves, and moans the livelong day. 
Perhaps she pines for you— she other men doth shun — 
I'd mention this to you, but to no other one. 
If you do love her,t)ritheel make confession; 
I think she loves you quite beyond expression. 
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C. C. ' Oh, I 'm too timid. Really. I do n't care to. 
Queen. Then I *11 ask her to speak, since you dont dare to. 
Here, Pocahontas, darling; won't you talk to your 

old flame? 
By bashfulness he's tongue-tied, though your hand 
he's come to claim. 

Air.— "/o Vivo et T*Amo." 

PocA. Canst thou forget that blissful hour. 
That brief, but gladsome, meeting 
When first of Love we felt the power? 

Ah! hapi)iness so fleeting! 
Need I remind you how in vain. 

All else in life forgetting. 
We sought that blest estate to gain 
Whence comes no sad regrettmg. 
C. C. I '11 ne'er forget, etc. 

Both. Be thou my own, love, 

No more despairing; 
The past atone, love, 
The future sharing. 
Be mine alone, love, 
Yes, be my own, love. 
Be thouTny own. 

1st M. (To Mummy). Waal, little one, you 're such a quiet 
chicken. 
That if you only were alive and kickin', 
I really think I 'd ax you to become 
The gentle mistress of my heart and hum. 
The young folks all are spliced exceptin' we. 

(MiNNE takes exception to that remark,) 

I swan I kinder wish you 'd mate with me! 
If you kin speak, please do so, angel fair, 
This cruel silence I '11 no longer bear. 
Hev' you a handle to your name ? If yes, 
I 'd like to change it to my own, I guess. 

Air.—'* I'm LUtle Bicttercup," Pinafore. 

Mummy. I 'm called little Buttercup, 
Dear little Buttercup, 
Though I could never tell why; 
But still I 'm called Buttercup, 
Poor little Buttercup, 

Sweet little Buttercup, I. 
My name is Matilda, 
Elvira, Griselda. 
Fitz-Meurice de Montmorenci. 
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There's one thing I do know, 
I look like a Juno. 

And nobody with me can vie. 
By nature I 'm^acious, 
And not too loquacious, 

I *m loving, and tender, and kind; 
I *m sweet sixteen, nearly. 
And you I '11 love dearly, 

In me quite a treasure you 'U find. 
So come, take your Buttercup, 
Dear lit£le Buttercup, 

You I can never deny; 
Oh I come to your Buttercup, 
Sweet little Buttercup, 

To your own Buttercup fly. 

AiB.— " Goodrbye, but for a little while:* Hiawatha. 

MiN. ( To Ferd.) Thoujf h you * ve the power to pardon him, 

I trust you^l careful be; 
Your chance of recompense is slim; 

A fearful fraud is he. 
I hated him the moment I 

Beheld his treacherous«f ace. 
And truly hope you '11 instantly 

The culprit vile disgrace. 
There 's nothing will me quite content 
Till he returns to banishment. 
Ferd. Mourn not, for Isabelle still lives, 

That spectre dark and grim; 
Till he an explanation gives, 

•Will make it warm for him. 
My sympathetic heart full well 

Your heart's own grief can feel; 
Though you're a copper-colored belle, 

While I am of Castile. 
I don't forgive him; simply I 

Make virtue of necessity. 

DUET. 

Queen. What joy doth o'er my spirit steal; 

What peace and blissfulness are mine I 
Dear Ferdinand, the pride I feel 
Can equalled be alone by thine. 

(Ferd. don't se&in as proud as he might be, however.) 

MiN. Alas! he heeds not my appeal; 

The Fates against me do combine; 
No lapse of time my wounds can heaL 
All nappiness I now resign. {TearfiiUy. 
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QUABTETTE. 

ISA. (To PocA.) Sweet child, all anxious doubting o'er. 
Be thine a life of ecstacy; 
Th' unhappy past I now ignore; 
Let me tnine own twin-sister be 
Feed. {To Poca.) Dear maid, who years of trial bore, 
Keeping thy vow of constancy; 
For thy sake 1 his rank restore, 
And thus reward fidelity. 
C. C. (To Poca.) Fair dove, by baffling winds vexed 
sore; 
Driven by Love far from thy nest; 
Here stay thy flight, rest evermore 
That fluttering heart upon this breast. 
Poca. {To C. C.) True love, who Love's own balm dost 
pour 
Upon this bosom sad, distressed; 
Through life, through death. I '11 thee adore; 
Thy love my longmg soul hath blest. 

FINALE. 

All. Farewell to sorkow and to pain. 
Or Love we own the magic spell; 
These fond heart's have not hoped in vain; 
To sadness, then, one long farewell. 



the end. 
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